Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
or a double candle-shield, the larger flare behind, was so
swollen that it had constricted his forehead and left a
red welt around it.
At 1:30 he was up again, drinking coffee boiled at the
farm-house fire. Then he put on a fresh pair of boots from
the traveling-carriage, and strode forward through the
rain and the darkness to his outposts. Bertrand, grand
marshal of the court, Chief of Staff Soult, Count Fla-
haut, Hortense's morganatic lover, Cambronne, com-
mander of the Old Guard, General Lefebvre-Desnouettes,
and Gudin, an aide-de-camp, accompanied him. He was
weary, but sometimes he strode ahead so fast through the
driving rain lances that it was with difficulty that they
kept up with him. But that was the trouble lately; his
bursts of energy were too spasmodic.
The reconnaissance was of little value. All that could
be seen was the line of feeble bivouac fires on the upswell
opposite and the phantom figures of his own men, still
drenched and sleeping in the open with their heads on
the hard knapsacks* When the rain slackened a little
and its drone died down, they could hear the thud-thud
of hammers, a mile up the valley. The enemy were driving
loop holes through the walls of the chateau of Hougomont
and the farm-house directly opposite. At least Wellington
had not escaped.
"The elements, too, seem against him," said Soult as
they followed him back through the rain lances. "He de-
pends on his batteries and cavalry movements, and the
fields are quagmires."
"There are more than the elements bent on his ruin,"
observed Bertrand to Cambronne as Soult hurried to
catch up with their chief. "There are Europe and the
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